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"How white you are, Rose!" exclaimed Emmie, 
as they came back to her. "You should not have 
danced so long. Why did you let her?" — a little 
sharply — looking up at Philip. But Rose answered 
quietly that it was nothing, she was only a little tired, 
and she had not waltzed for so long, — so very long. 
She glanced at Philip ; and he, meeting her eyes, 
thought of their last-waltz together in the old days. 

"The music is over for to-night," said Emmie, 
gathering her light cloak about her. "Early hours 
seem to be the rule at the 'Kearsarge,' for the piazza 
is deserted. It is lovely out there in the moonlight. 
Come ! " And slipping her hand through Roger Col- 
chester's arm, she led the way. "We're going to 
walk down to the ' Pagoda, '" she proclaimed, after a 
few minutes, looking back over her shoulder. "One 
wouldn't think it a prosaic depot, by moonlight. You 
don't mind our leaving you for a short time, Rose, as 
you are too tired to go, do you? We'll be back 
directly." The next moment Rose and Philip were 
left alone together for the first time. 

There was a moment of embarrassing silence as the 
two disappeared down the wide plank walk ; and then 
Philip began to talk rapidly concerning the scenery, 
and especially old Kearsarge, as appearing by moon- 
light, the " cloud-effects " of the previous day, etc., 
until he saw the shimmering gleam of Emmie's dress 
in the distance, and knew she was returning. Then 
he turned to the woman beside him, with a sudden 
and entire change of manner. 

"As you and I go our different ways to-morrow," 
he said, "I will bid you good-bye to-night; but 
before I go, I must say one thing which, perhaps, I 
ought not to say now, but which I ought to have said 
long ago. If, in the old days, I was domineering 
and exacting, — as I was, — I most sincerely beg your 
pardon. We did not part friends, — let us now, — 
and I wish you every happiness, Mrs. Colchester. " 

She was standing beside him, a fleecy shawl veiling 
her head and shoulders, her face turned away from 
him, and her dark eyes looking up at the far-away 
crown of Kearsarge ; but, as he spoke that last word, 
she turned quickly, a vivid blush sweeping across her 
face, and looked up at him with a great wonderment 
in her wide eyes. 

"I was in fault, too," she said, after a little pause, 
her voice trembling strangely. "I have regretted it 
bitterly since, — more than you can know, — and I, — 
Philip ! — how could you think it? — /am not Mrs. 
Colchester. I thought you knew — it is Emmie." 

Very soon after, Emmie, returning with her hus- 
band, was electrified by the sight of Rose — her proud, 
stately sister Rose — with her head pillowed on Philip 
van Dome's broad shoulder, Philip's strong arm 
around her, and her beautiful face, no longer pale, 
but suspiciously rosy, looking up at him in a way 
which told of happiness and peace at last. 

"It is all very well to go seeking one's fortune in 
foreign lands, Rose," said Philip to his wife, a few 
months afterward, "but I don't believe in it. I 
found my fortune (after a long search, though, I must 
confess) nearer home." 

"Where?" asked Rose, looking up at him with a 
mischievous light in her great dark eyes. 

"Under the shadow of Kearsarge, love, — at North 
Conway — and at the moment when I believed that 
I was bidding an eternal good-bye to another man's 
wife, I found myown." — Florence P. Allen. 



TO OAKEY HALL, AS ACTOR. 

Right well, for many a day, have you assumed 

The needs and woes of others, in that field 
Where legal honor oft to fame has bloomed, 

And might to right at last been forced to yield. 
To-day you change the stage, but not the task : 

To feel and act for others, still is yours : 
To wear the Thespian, not the legal mask, 

And win a different cause by similar lures. 
Do but the last as you have done the first, 

With loving ardor and determined will, — 
And new applause along your way will burst, 

A world's retainers trying faith and skill, 
While life's great truth once more you celebrate — 

The way of doing, not the deed alone, is great. 

— John Hay Furness. 



THE MUSIC SEASON. 



The winter season opened with less flourish of 
trumpets than usual. Even Strakosch, whose instru- 
ment ordinarily is voiced louder than the original box 
of bad whistles known as the first Jubilee Organ, at- 
tuned his melody to a lower key, and piped somewhat 
modestly, for him, of the musical treasures he intended 
to import from foreign lands. There was a general 
feeling of uneasiness, the product of experience and 
a depressed money market. Strakosch recalled the 
cogent adage, "A burnt child dreads the fire," and 
informed the anxious public, indirectly, that if it 
wanted opera, it might organize a subscription in 
advance ; and when he saw the money paid down 
he would see the opera put upon the boards in the 
very best style. Up to the present writing no action 
has been taken, and "we are still without Italian 
opera. 

The leading events of the season have been the 
appearance of Titiens and Von Bulow. Concerning 
the first, expectation was on tip-toe. Her great and 
protracted popularity in England, in concert, oratorio 
and opera, was well known on this side of the water. 
Probably no singer in Europe had for so long a period 
held such sway over her audiences. The apprehen- 
sions that age had affected her voice or decreased her 
powers were met by the fact that she still maintained 
supremacy on the English stage. So the music- 
loving public awaited " impatiently her arrival, wel- 
comed her with enthusiasm, and crammed the Hall 
at her first appearance. No audience was ever better 
disposed to give a prejudiced verdict in favor of a 
noted songstress. Without attempting a careful 
analysis of the causes, the result may be summed up 
in the single word — disappointment. There was in 
Titiens all of the queenly presence the fame of which 
had preceded her. But the voice was no longer that 
which had carried her to the summit of celebrity. 
Years had worn it ; and although, at times, there were 
glimpses of its earlier fire and brilliancy, it was plain 
to all that it had passed its prime. But, said the 
friendly critics, wait until you have heard her in 
oratorio. The result was the same. The audiences, 
familiar with the grandeur and magnificence of 
Parepa-Rosa's musical utterances, drew comparisons 
unfavorable to Titiens, and wished they had heard 
her years ago. "But," resumed the friendly and 
patient critics, "we will wait until we can hear her in 
opera, where she can 'suit the action to the word, 
the word to the action ; ' there is her field, and in 
that she will show forth the hidden fire." We still 
hope to see her in opera, and to have our impressions 
removed. Certainly we feel no pleasure in speaking 
unfavorably of so notable a singer. It is not her 
fault that she is growing old ; but that she should not 
have come here until her powers have begun to fail, is 
certainly her very great misfortune. America is not 
so far behind Europe in intelligent appreciation of 
artistic excellence, that it will accept as first class that 
which is not up to that standard. And we trust that 
it may be known and understood abroad, that an 
artist can not succeed here simply because at some 
time or other he or she had a great reputation in 
Europe. 

Of Dr. Von Bulow's performances, one can not 
speak except in unqualified praise. Although unlike 
Rubinstein, with whom everybody, of course, sought 
to compare him, he is, as an executant, fully his 
equal. Indeed, in the passages requiring extreme 
delicacy of touch, Von Bulow seemed to us to be the 
superior of his Russian rival. On the other hand, in 
grand and majestic compositions, calling for great 
energy and brilliancy in execution, Rubinstein rose 
to higher enthusiasm, and carried his hearers with 
him. With Von Bulow, one forgets the performer, 
and is wholly absorbed in the performance. With 
Rubinstein, one is always conscious that he is in the 
presence of a great genius. And this seems to us to 
be the distinction between these two most remarkable 
pianists. The first is a player endowed with the 
keenest perceptive faculties, apparently intuitive ; he 
sees* the composer's meaning as if he were in close 
communion with him : the greatest difficulties are 



overcome with consummate skill and ease. The 
latter is endowed with true genius. It is manifest in 
his look and in his actions. That this comparison 
is just, is evident, when we examine the compositions 
of the two. Rubinstein will be remembered by his 
works, not by his performances. Von Bulow will 
live in memory so long as his playing is not forgotten. 

It certainly was unfortunate that the rivalry of two 
famous piano houses should have prevented Von 
Bulow from obtaining an orchestra competent to 
accompany him in the rendition of concertos and 
other works, which can not be properly interpreted 
without orchestral aid. It is generally known that 
this artist came out under the auspices of the Chick- 
erings ; and it followed, as a matter of course, that 
he must play and duly advertise the Chickering 
piano. "Put none but Chickering's pianos on guard 
to-night," was the general order. " Picket carefully 
all your outposts. If a Steinway, or a Decker, a 
Stodart or an Arion approach, shoot it on the spot 
Let no one falter ! Chickering expects every man to 
do his duty ! " 

It happened, very inopportunely, that the only 
orchestra which was fully prepared to supplement Von 
Bulow was under the direction of that irrepressible, 
and now indispensable conductor, Theodore Thomas. 
(We beg pardon of our readers for mentioning him 
so often ; but, the fact is, it is well nigh impossible 
to write of current musical matters without bringing 
in his name). Thomas was ready to enter into an 
engagement by which the great pianist -could make a 
tour of the country with his orchestra, and play on 
any piano he pleased, from an antique six and a half 
octave Stein, which tinkled in the ears of a generation 
back, to a — no, we can not commit ourselves on this 
vital question. But the young conductor coupled 
his consent with the single, and, it seems to us, not 
unreasonable condition, that the pianist should play 
at one of his Symphony Concerts, at Steinway Hall, 
where they had always been held. The pickets rallied 
on the reserve, and reported an attack imminent. A 
bulletin from the extreme front announced that the 
signal-officer had seen a Steinway banner advancing 
on General Von Bulow. The reserve was" reinforced 
and skirmishers were thrown forward. At this junc- 
ture a messenger, bearing a flag of truce, desired to 
know if General Von Bulow was expected to play a 
Steinway piano in that hall. To which came the 
frank, and not very unseemly reply, that he could 
not play anything else there. A council of the 
combatants to fix another hall for the Symphony 
Concert at which General Von Bulow was to play, 
broke up without a satisfactory conclusion. "Well," 
said Major-General Chickering, "if he plays in 
Steinway Hall, he can not use a Steinway piano." 
"Very well," replied Major-General Thomas, "then 
we can not conclude the treaty;" and, striking his 
spurs into his horse-fiddle, he galloped off over the 
country, leaving General Von Bulow to get along the 
best he could — and it was a very poor best — without 
him. The Steinway banner was hauled down, and 
the troops were disbanded. Order reigns, and Von 
Bulow, with a full hand (of keys), goes it alone. 

The old time-honored New York Philharmonic, 
venerable from age, and deserving of undying fame 
for the good it has done in the past, has held sway 
at the Academy of Music. Through long delay in 
making up its schedule, its concerts have sometimes 
occurred on the same evening with the Thomas Sym- 
phony Concerts — to the pecuniary detriment of the 
former. The Philharmonic has suffered, and still 
suffers, by comparison with the concerts just named ; 
and while Thomas is playing to larger houses than 
ever before, the other, and much older organization, 
has less prosperity than formerly. No musician can 
hear this without genuine and heartfelt regret. The 
cities of New York and Brooklyn, which are practi- 
cally one great metropolis of a million and a half 
souls, can support two orchestras organized and con- 
ducted as is Thomas's. The Philharmonic can never 
expect to rival Thomas, until it is remodeled and 
carried on on the same basis. 

Although Italian opera has languished, the English 
has had a good success. It is quite worthy of note, 
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that both of the English companies are under the 
immediate control of two American prime-donne — 
"native and to the manner born" — Miss Adelaide 
Phillipps and Miss Clara Louise Kellogg. Of the 
former we can speak only from hearsay. The papers 
report it favorably. We have not had it in this 
vicinity. The Kellogg troupe played both in this city 
and in Brooklyn to good houses, and has had excel- 
lent success in the "provinces." The company is 
well organized. Miss Kellogg has a hold upon the 
American people which can not be easily weakened. 
She is thoroughly American, and excites the national 
pride wherever she goes. The burden, of course, 
falls upon her, although she is ably assisted by 
Madame Van Zandt, Mrs. Zelda Seguin, Miss 
Beaumont, Mr. Maas, Mr. Castle, and others. We 
miss Sher. Campbell ; and it was impossible to listen 
to the "Bohemian Girl" without a twinge of sorrow 
that Campbell was not there to sing "The heart 
bowed down," with which his memory is so. closely 
associated. The ripertoire of this troupe is not very 
large, but is good. It includes "Mignon," "The 
Huguenots," "The Bohemian Girl," "Martha," 
and a new opera founded upon "The Colleen Bawn." 
Of the last, little can be said in praise. It will not 
take rank even with "The Bohemian Girl." The plot 
is Irish and amusing. The situations are good, the 
surprises frequent, and the climaxes in the Bowery 
style. The best music in it, is found in the familiar 
Irish songs introduced — as, for instance, "The Cruis- 
keen Lawn," which invariably "brings down the 
rafters. " However, it finds many appreciative hearers, 
and bears the same relation to legitimate opera as the 
modern Franco-American drama does to Shakspeare. 

Madame Antoinette Sterling Mackinlay's return to 
this country proved quite an ovation. With Thomas's 
orchestra, she visited many of the principal cities, 
and was cordially welcomed. She sang, likewise, at 
several concerts in New York, and also at the Brook- 
lyn Philharmonic. Madame Sterling's voice has im- 
proved during her absence, and she seems more at 
ease on the stage than formerly. In the classic school 
of music she is particularly successful.; Her voice is 
not adapted to the florid measures of". Italian com- 
positions. Her return to England, in December, was 
preceded by a testimonial concert, tendered by the 
mayor and leading merchants, clergymen, and literati 
of New York. 

England, which takes from us this, admirable con- 
tralto, gave in return Miss Anna Drasdil, who, though 
a German, has spent several years of her professional 
life in London. Miss Drasdil possesses a contralto 
voice of extraordinary quality: It has marvelous 
depth and pathos. In the "Messiah," her. rendition 
of the aria, " He was despised," creates always a pro- 
found impression, affecting many of the audience to 
tears. No vocalist has grown more rapidly in popular 
favor ; and she is respected, not only for her artistic 
talent, but for her worth as a practical, reliable and 
sensible woman. 

Miss Emma C. Thursby, another resident singer, 
has been heard constantly during the season. She 
has a high soprano, skillfully trained, flexible and 
penetrating. In the florid school, she especially ex- 
cels, and her close application to study gives promise 
of her attaining a very high place among artists. 

Three societies call for at least passing mention. 
The Philharmonic Society of Brooklyn maintains its 
high position, and its concerts are not surpassed by 
any. The Handel and Haydn Society, under Dr. 
Leopold Damrosch, has improved in the quality of its 
members, though there is still much room for im- 
provement. It is very desirable that all the indi- 
viduals comprising a chorus should not only have 
good voices, but know how to sing. The attempt to 
produce Dr. Damrosch's new oratorio was attended 
with unfavorable results. Not to put too fine a point 
on it,', it was a failure, neither the chorus nor orchestra 
being properly acquainted with the work. True, it 
was exceedingly difficult ; but no one knew that better 
than Dr. Damrosch, the conductor ; and he, of all 
others, was competent to judge the calibre of his 
chorus. We believe the Brooklyn Handel and Haydn 
capable of doing good work, but it must bend its 



energies more closely to it. The New York Oratorio 
Society is a better organization, but it is older, and 
has had the benefit of longer experience. The Cen- 
tennial Oratorio Society, under George F. Bristow, 
has also made a favorable impression ; and, alto- 
gether, there is better promise than ever before of a 
really successful choral organization, which may yet 
rival the famous Handel and Haydn of Boston. 

Of minor concerts, there has been the usual supply. 
Not the least important of these were the Saturday after- 
noon Organ Concerts, at Plymouth Church, Brooklyn, 
and similar recitals on Thursdays, at Trinity Church, 
New York, by Henry Carter ; and Holy Trinity, New 
York, under the direction of S. P. Warren. The 
first-named series reaches the one hundredth concert 
this month, when it is expected this event, unprece- 
dented in the history of church organs in this country, 
will be duly celebrated. The frequent exhibition of 
the great organ in Plymouth Church has given an im- 
petus to' like. exhibitions throughout the country, and 
the public has been greatly benefited and instructed 
by an acquaintance with the best organ music. 

— Horatio C. King. 



MRS. PRESTON'S "CARTOONS. 



This handsome new volume of poems by Mrs. 
Margaret J. Preston, lately issued by Roberts Brothers, 
Boston, deserves to have the principal fact connected 
with it stated at once and without any circumlocution, 
in saying that it is one of the most unexceptionable 
publications of the year — with a greater average of 
beauty to a smaller of objectionable feature or even 
mediocrity, than any rival volume within late recollec- 
tion. As an additional charm, the title is well chosen 
and expressive, the poems being literally "cartoons" 
in the sense of dealing with pictures that have been 
painted, or incidents which naturally suggest the pic- 
torial art. All, or very nearly all, are narrative in 
their form ; and, when all is said, this is really the 
most delightful description of rhyme, except to a very 
small proportion of the reading world, who are either 
too wise or too far from wisdom fully to appreciate 
that feature without which children (and we are all 
children in many of our best characteristics, as well 
as in some of our worst) have no care whatever for 
book or conversation — its having, or failing to have, 
a- "story in it." It sometimes needs the thinking 
twice, to remember how many of the masters of rhyme 
have'found some of their most assured successes in 
poetry of the narrative form — how Scott's best are 
really all narrative ; how nothing else of Byron's is so 
often read ; or so lovingly remembered, as his ' ' Ma- 
zeppa," hi$ "Prisoner of Chillon," and kindred rela- 
tions ; how Wordsworth was nothing when not acting 
as a raconteur, spite of his charming feeling for hu- 
manity, or perhaps on account of it ; how Coleridge 
left nothing else behind him to be compared to that 
weird story, the "Ancient Mariner;" how (of later 
days) Poe never chained the heart or the imagination 
in any other form of mastery of the language, as in his 
wild narratives ; and how nothing else of Tennyson's, 
Longfellow's or Whittier's is likely to live so long and 
be held so lovingly, as those links of historical re- 
membrance, and those romantic relations, forming so 
large a proportion of the oftenest copied and most 
frequently quoted of their poems. Perhaps all this 
may be assertion wasted : perhaps the fact is thor- 
oughly and generally understood. ; and yet the some- 
what increasing tendency to consider the most impal- 
pable rhyme the most suggestive of fully ripened 
talent or commanding genius, may give excuse for 
recording, here, what is an article of cardinal faith 
with at least a certain proportion of critical thinkers. 

All this while necessarily nothing has been said as 
to the special characteristics of "Cartoons," the tra- 
ditional character of which has given rise to the spec- 
ulation. T ne volume exhibits three varieties of verbal 
picture, in three marked divisions: "Cartoons from 
the Life of the Qld Masters," "Cartoons from the Life 
of the Legends," and "Cartoons from the Life of 
To-Day. " In the first, we have somewhat curt but 
admirably told traditions and fancies of Leonardo da 
Vinci, Michael Angelo, Sebastian del Piombo, Rafaelle 



and Giulio Rpmano, Domenichino and Poussin, Al- 
brecht Diirer, Murillo, Velasquez, Tintoretto, and 
others only less celebrated ; and perhaps the very 
highest compliment is paid them in saying that while 
admirably told and embodying a certain proportion 
of true poetry, each seems too short for the awakened 
interest In the second division figure many of the 
antique ecclesiastical and other heroes and heroines, 
the highest precepts of true religion as distinguished 
from mere formalism, being taught throughout, and 
this second series appealing more closely to the .com- 
mon heart than the records (however notable) of the 
painters of long-past centuries. In the third divis- 
ion of the book, the life of to-day is much more nearly 
approached ; and it is truth to say that in it the most 
touching appeals to the heart, in the entire volume, 
are made. It is difficult to keep down the choking 
sensation in the throat, that comes with the second 
reading of " Alpenglow ; " that true religion which yet 
is to redeem the world, is bubbling to the surface in 
"Inasmuch," "Smitten," "Myrrh-Bearers," "The 
Grandest Deed," "Comforted," '^The Grit of the 
Millstone," and so large a proportion of others that 
their naming seems likely to make a mere dry cata- 
logue ; while few nobler tributes are paid than those 
to Stonewall Jackson (in "Gone Forward "and "The 
Shade of the Trees") ; to Agassiz; to the Hope of 
England (in " Sandringham ") ; to Matthew F. 
Maury (in "Through the Pass," of which the feeling 
is as grand as the noble natural reality) ; to Kings- 
ley; and to John R. Thompson (in "Because"). 
Margaret Junkin Preston, however high her standing 
among the female poets of the country and the age, 
in ' ' Cartoons " unquestionably takes higher rank in 
the regards of the thoughtful, and more abiding place 
among the Christian poets who have made the world 
of fancy better and purer while delighting it. 



THE LITTLE VENUS. 



Seated on the door-steps, with my little brother 
and sister, one moonlight Sabbath evening, many 
years ago, in the city of Cincinnati, waiting for the 
return of the elder members of the family from church, 
we were accosted by a very plainly dressed man, with 
"Good evening, children; can I find your mother 
within?" "They are all gone to church," said one 
of us ; but at the same time we all rose to make way 
for him to pass, having noticed something in his hand, 
wrapped in a silk bandana handkerchief. He went 
in, and began to undo the bundle. We gathered 
round him, with eager eyes, and when a small bust 
was exhibited to us, we cried out with one voice : "A 
little Venus ! " " Is it like the big Venus? " he said, 
his eye lighting up with such a smile as very few eyes 
could show — seeming to feel the tribute of praise given 
by our enthusiastic recognition. "Oh, yes; only a 
thousand times prettier." The " big Venus " alluded 
to was a full-sized bust in plaster, loaned to him for 
a model, and the return for the favor was this fair 
creation of his own hands. After placing it on the 
mantel-piece, and playfully charging us to say nothing- 
about it to the others, but to let them find it them- 
selves, he left. We all knew him ; and, influenced by 
an elder brother's admiration for him, who, with an 
artist's eye, saw the future glories that were to crown' 
him, though as yet an humble worker in plaster, his 
name had become to us a synonym for genius, and 
we received the "little Venus" as a gift from an im- 
mortal. Did you ever see, when a new-born babe 
first nestles in a home, how the children crowd round 
it ? How joyously each feature is scanned, each grace 
lauded, until the little unconscious thing becomes the 
sunbeam that lightens the whole dwelling ? So " little 
Venus" nestled in our home, becoming the centre 
round which revolved all the dimpled smiles of child- 
hood, and the graver admiration of age. A picture 
of quaint old Marvel's Nymph supporting her dying 
Fawn hung opposite, which before had elicited our 
deepest sympathies ; but now, like other summer- 
day friends, we turned our backs upon the weeping 
Nymph, inconstant as her Sylvio. From that night 
the home favorite was the "little Venus," one of the 
early works of Hiram Powers. — /. L. Seaton. 



